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C H A P T E R   O N E

A Gift from the Old Time

G iggles  wafted  from  the  entrance,  and  I grimaced. I swiftly gathered the papers in front of  me  and  plastered  a  pleasant  smile  for  the mean dolls on my face. 

When  the  two  women  passed  in  front  of  my  office, the giggles ceased. 

“Zaz,  where  is  the  paperwork  I  requested?”  Nera asked  abruptly.  Of  the  duo,  she  was  the  meanest,  so everyone  tended  to  tread  carefully  around  her.  People pictured  her  as  one  hell  of  a  lawyer,  but  her  unpleasant interpersonal  skills  made  it  impossible  for  anyone  to actually like her. 

I  took  the  folder  I  had  left  on  my  desk  and  held  it without  a  word.  If  I  said  anything,  it  would  travel through  every  office  and  come  back  as  an  insult.  That’s how horrible Nera was. Her appearance was deceiving as 1

​much  as  her  tongue,  and  like  a  snake,  she  struck  when her  victims  least  expected  it.  Her  black  glossy  hair  was tied  back  in  girly  red  ribbons,  which  she  complimented with a blood-red dress and black tights. Another form of manipulation, I’m sure. 

“Good, we’ll rip them apart,” Bionde said, pointing to a sentence on the sheet of paper with her purple nail. 

As  fiery  as  Nera  was,  Bionde was quite the opposite. 

All dressed in purple and dark colors, she came from the shadows, startling everyone. Together, they comprised a deadly duo, making everyone agitated towards them. 

“Tee-hee,  intern!”  Bionde  waved  and  waddled  away with Nera next to her, whispering. 

I sighed and looked at my surroundings in an attempt to relax. Marble floors and white walls were the composition  of  every  office.  The  addition  of  black  lacquered desks  covered  with  labradorite  stone  on  top  was  an interesting  touch.  I  thought  it  was  an  intriguing  play  of light and dark, but I assumed they were going for an offi-cial  and  serious  tone,  appropriate  for  a  lawyer’s  office and not practicing feng shui. 

I had been an intern for six months in one of the best law  offices  downtown  in  Kolonaki,  but  apparently,  I didn’t know what I was getting myself into when I signed up for the position. A trainwreck of massive proportions. 

Everyone  needed  to  be  heard  above  everyone  else,  they all  dressed  like  street  girls,  and  they  all  needed  their paperwork  done  yesterday.  I  was  stationed  at  the  front desk under the stairs where the cold and wind were my constant  enemies.  When  the  front  door  opened,  nature 2

​hit  with  all  its  force.  I  didn’t  mind  as  long  as  the  deadly duo of dolls kept away from me. 

Since I was young, I had a mild obsession with justice that became stronger when my parents separated. It was his   fault  that  the  idyllic  happiness  of  my  childhood  was lost when I was only ten. Shouting, a packed bag, a slam of the door, and the deal was sealed. All my life, I fought my  way  up  through  the  ranks  to  become  part  of  the justice  system  and  my  biggest  dream  was  to  become  a judge  where  I  could  make  all  the  decisions  and  uphold the  scales  of  justice.  However,  I  had  a  long  way  to  go until I reached it, but I felt I would learn more from the journey itself rather than arriving at the destination. 

“Only  ten  minutes  left.  I  can’t  believe  how  fast  this day  went  by,”  Lyra  sighed,  tapping  her  fingers  on  my desk. “Are you coming?” 

“Yes, I’ve just finished.” I placed the last papers inside a red folder and affixed a sticky note to the front of the folder,  locked  them  in  my  drawer,  and  grabbed  my  coat and bag. Once outside, I breathed in the cold October air. 

I  loved  fall,  even  if  Greece  was  known  for  having summer all year round and briefly winter, before landing us in spring again. I liked the cozy feeling of the sun on my  face,  but  I  would  have  liked  to  know  how  cold  felt, instead of getting a summer feeling all the time. 

“See you tomorrow.” I bade Lyra a quick goodbye and headed to the metro station nearby. 

Squeezed  in-between  bodies,  I  gritted  my  teeth. 

Living in Athens was no easy task, and I was lucky to get the  intern  job,  but  the  transit  system  was  awful  these 3

​days. People came and went as we proceeded to the more distant  parts  of  the  city.  When  my  stop  came  up,  there were only three people left in the wagon. I hurried up the stairs,  and  finally,  the  cold  air  greeted  me,  turning  my hair into a disheveled mess. 

“You’re early today,” Thea said, taking my arm. 

Thea had been my best friend since high school, and we happened to live near each other. Returning from our jobs, we met up in the metro stop’s entrance to share our news  and  unload  the  stress  of  the  day.  I  was  the  one mostly venting since my job was demanding as I ran up and  down  the  city  doing  everyone’s  errands  so  the lawyers  could  focus  on  their  preparations  for  their respective trials—basically paperwork. 

“Well,  I  didn’t  have  any  last-minute  tasks,  but  unfortunately, downtown was packed.” 

“And  when  isn’t  it  packed?  Everyone  leaves  at  this hour.  Did  you  expect  them  to  wait  for  you  to  go  first?” 

She  chuckled.  Thea  was  by  nature  sarcastic,  but  a  good person.  She  worked  in  a  beauty  salon,  and  she  had  to endure  listening  to  everyone’s  problems  while  she painted  their  nails,  took  care  of  their  hair,  and  made them look beautiful. 

“No, but it would be nice if it wasn’t packed for once. 

Someone  smelled  very  badly  in  the  wagon,  I  think  it must have been stale cigarette smoke. Yuck!” 

“Well,  the  time  machine  is  out  of  order,”  Thea informed me seriously when we turned a corner. 

I laughed, pinching her arm. Thea was obsessed with magic,  and  books  were  her  number  one  subject.  She 4

​loved  to  talk  about  them  too  much.  From  the  moment she returned home, Thea was buried deep in a book, and there was no way she could be disturbed. 

The view of her house never ceased to amaze me. As we  drew  near,  I  lifted  my  gaze,  and  grinned.  Living  up the  hill,  Thea  could  see  half  the  city  from  her  balcony, and  it  was  stunning.  From  up  above,  you  could  easily forget  the  ugliness  of  the  fumes  that  cloaked  the  city, angry  people,  and  the  sadness  that  overpowered  the emotions  of  the  city’s  residents  and  just  enjoy  the  spec-tacular view. 

When  we  arrived,  we  set  our  things  aside  before getting on setting the table for dinner. Thea’s house was a small respite before the storm I had to face in mine. At times, I wished I lived there permanently. 

“Then, the lady went on and on about its accessories and  its  hair,  and  I  don’t  know  what  else.”  Thea  pushed her plate away before gulping the rest of her water. “Can you  believe  it?  I  had  to  endure  her  incessant  blabbering about her dog!” 

“At  least,  she  didn’t  bring  it  in  and  make  you  mani-cure it,” I teased, trying not to laugh. Thea had a way to inject humor, even when recounting the most disastrous situations. I twirled my obsidian hair between my fingers as I gazed outside. The sun was setting, and I had to head home soon. 

We  stayed  silent,  gazing  at  the  peaceful  scene.  The afternoon rays of the sun played with Thea’s golden hair, and  I  thought  it  was  funny  as  they  looked  like  small fairies shimmering around her face. 

5

​“I better clean up before facing the insanity.” I transferred  our  dishes  to  the  dishwasher,  and  Thea  followed with the rest. 

“You  can  stay  a  little  while  longer  if  you  wish.”  She knew  my  home  situation,  but  there  was  nothing  she could do. I appreciated her gesture anyway. 

“I’ll  be  fine.”  I  placed  the  last  dish  in  the  dishwasher and persuaded my feet to walk to the couch where I had left  my  purse  and  coat.  Just  thinking  about  it  gave  me  a sour taste in the mouth, which was ridiculous. Who was afraid of going to their own home? 

“Oh, I almost forgot,” Thea said, with the excitement lighting  her  blue  eyes,  breaking  the  cloudiness  of  the moment.  “A  lady  was  selling  some  antiques  when  I  was getting off work, and I thought you might like this since you’re  so  obsessed  with  justice  and  all.”  She  produced  a small statuette of the Greek Goddess Justice and handed it to me. 

I  chuckled.  “You  know  I  don’t  believe  in  that  stuff, right?” 

“I  don’t  see  the  difference.  You  believe  in  justice, something that doesn’t exist much in our country,” Thea pointed  out,  and  she  was  right.  “At  least,  I  believe  in better things.” 

I  tilted  my  head  and  carefully  placed  the  statuette  in one  of  my  purse’s  back  pockets.  I  didn’t  want  to  ruin Thea’s optimism, but her beliefs that fantasy worlds were real,  were  hardly  considered  anything  but  a  figment  of her overactive imagination. 

6

​“See  you  tomorrow,”  I  said,  and  she  escorted  me  to the door where I descended the stairs with a heavy heart. 

Our  houses  were  not  far  from  each  other,  and  we used to meet up often when we were children. I walked slowly,  hoping,  like  every  time,  that  the  distance  was greater.  A  lump  formed  in  my  throat  as  I  gazed  at  the brown steel door with the intricate designs of my apartment.  I  opened  the  door  and  took  the  stairs  up  to  the apartment where my mother and I lived. Or should I say barely tolerated each other? 

Since I was young, my mother used to suffer from these terrible headaches, and my father always ordered me to go play in my room whenever they occurred. When he left us for another woman, I discovered the truth. My mother had visions  as  she  called  them,  but  I  doubted  they  were anything more than obsessions or illusions. I had taken her to  a  myriad  of  doctors,  and  while  she  tried  different medications, nothing helped long term. However, this past year  her  symptoms  escalated.  She  was  losing  touch  with reality because of these hallucinations, and I was losing my mother piece by piece. I had no one to turn to, so I stayed with  her,  watching  her  slip  even  further  into  the  dream-world  she  had  fallen  into.  The  moments  where  she screamed and talked nonsense seemed to take eons to pass. 

I  slowly  turned  the  key  to  our  apartment  door without  so  much  as  a  click.  I’d  trained  myself  not  to make any noise because most of the day, my mother was resting.  She  used  to  work  as  a  jewelry  maker,  but  the separation between the visions and the real world caused 7

​her  to  descend  into  herself,  so  our  only  income  came from what I could bring in, and it was barely enough for the two of us. 

I  made  myself  some  tea,  glancing  nervously  to  the door, and grabbed a few pieces of fruit before heading to my  room.  Shutting  the  door,  I  relaxed  ever  so  slightly. 

While  most  people  kept  their  rooms  filled  with  posters or decorative paintings, mine was empty as a courthouse. 

There  were  some  pictures  of  Thea  and  me  on  the  wall alongside my degrees. I needed nothing else, as this was a sanctuary and a place of respite. 

I wolfed down the fruits and sipped my tea before my curiosity got the better of me. I took the statuette out of my  bag,  relieved  it  survived  the  trip  home  unharmed. 

The  metal  was  cool  to  the  touch,  but  the  structure  was not  noticeable.  A  blindfolded  woman  holding  the  scales in  one  hand  while  in  the  other,  she  held  a  sword.  Like most  Greek  statues,  the  woman  was  barefoot  and wrapped  in  a  toga  as  she  stood  tall  and  proud  on  the pedestal. 

I  placed  the  statuette  on  my  nightstand.  For  some reason,  I  thought  it  fit  me.  “Justice  is  blind,  but  who  is going to impose it?” The statue gleamed as if responding to  my  statement.  I  changed  into  nightclothes  before laying my head on my pillow. 

In  the  darkness  of  my  room,  the  statuette  still gleamed. I fell asleep thinking that seemed unnatural. 

8
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C H A P T E R   T W O

Shadows

U pon waking up in the morning, the first thing I  checked  was  the  statue.  It  still  held  an  illuminated golden glow. 

“That’s  not  normal,”  I  muttered
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